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Author's Notes: 

Hewo, im back. Decided to do a tiny au and just write what came to mind, i'm currently having an art block and 
i can't seem to draw good enough lately. | still don't know what i would call this au but i hope you guys like it. 
Might also do a drawing for it. idk Imao ¥ 


A sneeze crept up his nose as he drew his coat over his body, protecting him from the scorching cold outside. 
The walk to the record store wasn't long, but his sore, warmth-seeking body made it feel like an eternity. He 
pushed his legs further to make it on time, so his boss wouldn't make a big fuss over getting there only 5 
minutes late, and then working a |O-hour shift. 


Hopefully, today was the exception, and he could go home early and enjoy a nice bath, a glass of wine and his 
well-deserved 8 hours of sleep. It's not like he got any sleep, especially lately since his boss was taking it out 


on him for some reason. 


Obviously, like the human he was, he needed to sleep for a few hours at least, especially since it was Saturday, 
and he wanted to ask for the next day to be off. The stars weren't aligned on his side because he got instantly 


yelled at for mentioning it. 


"You think you can come here, and not do shit in this goddamn place, and then ask me for the day off?" ‘There 
he goes again’ Thought Jon, suppressing the feeling of anger bubbling up in his throat and the roll of his eyes 
which would only infuriate his boss even more. If he wanted to get the day off he needed to play it nice. “All 
you do is listen to your punk ass music and flirt with any woman that comes inside to try and buy a fucking 
record! Let them buy the fuckin’ records! Can't you understand that, Jon?" ‘It's not like we get that much 
people anyway: He thought cockily. 


He nodded, his arms behind his back, and shoulders square, his head hanging low in a signal of resignation only 
to complete his fagade. 


"Yes, | understand, boss." His voice showed false remorse, which, of course, fooled his boss, his facial features 


not quite softening, but the frown was gone. 


"Alright. You gotta come tomorrow, but I'm only going to give you ‘till midday. You start at 8, got it?" Jon's 
head still hanged low as he responded through greeted teeth. 


"Yes, boss..." 


"Ok, get back to work!" And then like that, the meatball-looking man left, leaving Jon to curse under his breath. 


The day was fairly calm, the calefaction didn't work as well as other days, so he had to put on his coat again, 
the cold creeping into his bones with an uncomfortable feeling he couldn't put a finger on. 


He had to sit all day behind a desk, looking at the door, and just wasting his life away in that tiny space. He 
huffed his boredom away only to realize how much more bored he was. He didn't do much besides checking 
the records, cleaning them once in a while and whatnot. 


Nothing interesting really happened, ever. 


"lm going out for the night, | have an important meeting to attend to. You close the store and don't. Make. 
Any. Mess. Do | make myself clear?" He pointed his sausage-like finger to Jon's stoic face in a warning. 


"Crystal." He said cheekily. 


"Good" The man stumped out of the store, his short, fat legs making it hard to walk at a normal pace, his 
body swinging side to side with each step. Jon grimaced at the man but soon found himself grinning widely at 


the thought of having the whole store for himself. 
He jumped over the desk, took the radio out, and connected it to the plug near the chair. 
He turned it up and looked for the rock station. He was soon rocking his head to a song from the Rolling Stones. 


Music was something he was very passionate about, and he wanted to be a musician one day, even play in a 
rock band just like his idols. He could only dream according to his friends in high school. He was in his senior 
year, yet he could still not pick a "valid" career. His parents insisted he could become a doctor, or a lawyer, or 


even go to the army and serve the country. 


Truth be told, Jon didn't really care much about the army or the country or whatever. He just wanted to play 


guitar, and sing hysterically to his favorite songs, and go on tour with whoever his band members were to be. 


He had David to play with on the piano, knowing that he also desired to be a musician, but just like his parents, 
he was being smashed in the head with their grownup opinions about profiting careers, and predefined futures. 
He had to admit that David was smart and very charismatic, and he worked hard to be able to afford the 


career of being a lawyer. 


Now you couldn't picture him - Jon - as a lawyer. He himself knew he didn't have the amount of will for it - 


he may have the brains, but not the will. 


The record store was all he could manage to get in the meantime since the others required him to be 18, and 


they wanted a "responsible" employee. That word was definitely not in his dictionary. 


The music blasted loud through the speakers, surrounding the whole store, taking the boring atmosphere away 
somehow. The store itself wasn't very attractive to the eye. The color of the walls was an old pealed beige 
that made the room look colorless, even melancholic despite the colorful covers of the records. The lights 


were an ugly hue of yellow, and he couldn't even begin to describe his distaste for the furniture. 


Maybe that's why they didn't get many people in the first place, it just wasn't very inviting. He would talk to 
his boss and tell him about it, but he knew the stubborn man wouldn't accept it, and much less coming from 


him. Either way, even if he did help the place look decent enough, he wouldn't get a raise. 


His leg bounced to the rhythm, making a subtle noise under the desk as he tapped his fingers on it. He messed 
the tempo sometimes, he figured he wasn't good at drums, but every musician had to have a good sense of 


the tempo. It's not like he would be in a band anyway. He could only dream. 
‘Fuck, don't get melancholic now. One day. If they made it, you can make it! 
His train of thought was interrupted by a visitor, might have been the 4th this day - again, not many people 


come by the store, and if they do they don't buy anything. He didn't even know how the boss kept the place 
going. Didn't he pay any bills? 


He didn't pay much attention to the guy, just some tall, sturdy dude with long messy hair, and a hat that 
looked almost ridiculous to go out with. He snorted, if he was honest with himself he would have worn it no 


matter what other people thought. After all, it was what he liked. 


‘Tall guy' went over to the rock section of the store - the guy had good taste - and started his search, his 
long fingers grazing over the top of each cover delicately as if they were made of porcelain. Its not like they 


were new. 


His hands stopped, his entire body radiating joy as he pulled out an album, apparently the one he was looking 
for. The guy turned on his heel, and Jon realized he was staring this whole time, so he turned as fast as he 
could. Embarrassment tinted his cheeks in light pink as he prayed to whoever looked from high above that ‘tall 
guy’ didn't notice. 


He heard the footsteps over the wooden floor getting closer to the desk. The guy was going to buy it. 
Jon tried to concentrate on the song currently playing but found it difficult to do when the guy was just only 
some feet away from him. He started singing, faking unawareness of ‘tall guy' standing right by the other side 


of the counter tapping his fingers on the glass as if looking for Jon's attention 


Jon peered innocently at the guy, eyes slightly wide as he got a closer look at ‘tall guy'- who seemed to be 
even taller than he thought. 


He turned around to face the guy and took in those brown, sparkling, sad eyes complementing his sun-kissed 
skin. Suddenly ‘tall guy' smiled, a row of white and slightly crooked canines made his heart jump with a ting of 
anxiety and excitement. The dimples complementing it didn't help at all 


"Hello." ‘Tall guy’ said in a playful tone. 


"Hey." Jon looked at the album he was holding. "Hm. Jimi Hendrix." He grabbed it and passed it through the 


register machine. 

"Yeah. | love the guy. Makes playing guitar look easy. Well, at least for him it is." ‘Alright, he's a talker’ thought 
Jon lamely. He didn't really like to talk to people when he was at the store - he avoided talking to them at all 
costs, often trying to look bored or too bitch-faced for them to even utter a sound. ‘Tall guy' wasn't the 
exception, but he figured that not even his resting bitch face would shut him up. 


"Yeah, it gets easier with time," Jon muttered as he ripped the bill from the machine. 


"You play guitar? | saw you tapping to the rhythm, you must at least like it" ‘Tall guy’ was kind of getting 
annoying. ‘Of course, | must like it to play it, you smart ass’. 


"Yeah. Figured | must like it a lot to play." He put the record in a bag and handed it to the guy, who paid with 


cash. 
"We should meet sometime to play.” The brunette said hopefully. 


"Sure." He tried to sound as disinterested as possible but failed, all this time practicing went down the drain 


because of some Tall, tan, handsome guy. 


“Alright. I'm Richie, by the way." Richie. It suited the guy. He smiled, his charming dimples showing once again 
and making his stomach turn involuntarily. What the fuck was wrong with him? 


"Jon" He said indignantly. 

"See you, Jon" He waved, and went out the door, his dopey smile lingering in the eyes of the blonde. 

He sighed heavily as he slumped back in his chair. The radio was playing some ballad he never heard before - 
very soothing compared to all the other rock songs played - made him feel weird in a way. The same way he 
felt when he looked at the guy and the dull ache in his heart returned, making his stomach turn again 

He sighed once again, lightly this time. His brain digesting whatever happened just seconds ago - even though it 


felt like more. He ran a hand through his long blonde hair, fingers massaging lightly over his scalp, and then 


placing his wild strands behind his ear. 


What the fuck was wrong with him? 


Thoughts 


Author's Notes: 

Helloooo I've been dead, | know. For the past months, I've been working and feeling demotivated and for some 
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gone worse in my writing skills Imao. Here's a short chp giving you a look into Jon's little mind. 


Being gay at the time was tough. Not only because people were insanely judgemental, but also because that 
mentality came from the maddening fear of the growing epidemy of AlDs. People looked at you as if you were 
the catalyst to the end of the world, the cause of all society's problems, the reason people were afraid to let 


their kids out. 


When, in fact, those people were the ones who suffered the most due to a disease that only seemed to grow 


bigger each time, taking everyone they knew down the path of death. 
He understood the purposes for both parties to "dislike" each other, and he didn't blame them. 

After the Red Scare, everyone was afraid of everyone and everything, 

He understood the pain, the fear, the grief, the never-ending turmoil of chaos in one's life due to something 
they can't change, due to something as pure as love. 

He wasn't gay, but he understood 

He just didn't like guys that way. 

However, all his views of himself towards that particular topic, and seemingly innocent acts he might have 
done in the past, and what happened with ‘tall guy'- his name was Richie - make him realize that he may not 


be as straight as he thought he was. 


It's not that it would be bad - in fact, it makes sense - but it doesn't stop his mind from getting side-tracked 


and wrecking his existence. 


Nobody else came to the store after Richie bought the vinyl. The situation itself was already shaking his core 


hard enough, so he didn't want to have more contact with another human being - even though he was human 
himself, he despised society and its never-ending expectations on the younger generation, or just whatever 
stupid shit they did to get attention He sounded quite bitter, but that's just how he was. He closed the store 


at a snail's pace and left home. 


The walk home was as slow as the one in the morning, even slower as he appreciated the dark hue of the sky 
only being illuminated by a splash of shining stars, like glitter on a royal blue canvas. With only the light posts 
leading the way, the streets of New Jersey looked almost too deserted to feel safe. 


If anyone thought of assaulting him at that instant, if he tried to run and was shot from pure malice, he 
couldn't say he died happily or even done everything he wanted to do. In fact, he wouldn't even have had a 


chance on outrunning some guy or even throwing them a punch. 


You see, he wasn't the most athletic guy at his school. He was rather much skinnier, and shorter than average 
guys, although he stored quite some fat on his behind - which was good, and bad at the same time - and he 


couldn't complain. 


He certainly wanted thicker thighs and stronger arms, and biceps. He wanted to be strong and tall, just like 
Richie looked. If that guy didn't look so friendly, he would definitely be intimidating. 


His mind suddenly began replaying the events from just hours ago. He felt that pang in his chest again, and 
that feeling he couldn't quite put a finger on. It felt strange, not too strange, but strange indeed. He had to 
admit that he checked out some guys once in a while, but they were celebrities, and what boy doesn't have a 


crush on at least one male celebrity? 
He kicked the ground with the heel of his shoe, an involuntary pout appearing on his lips. 


Maybe he was overthinking all of this, maybe he was just admiring Richie for being such an attractive dude. 
That's all. 


Yeah, that must be it. 


As soon as he spotted his house he started taking his keys out to enter the fastest that he could, the cold 
becoming unbearable. He got in and sighed heavily as he slouched on the nearest couch. He lived alone in a 
decent apartment not too far away from the record store or the school. He used to live with his parents 
some months ago. He saved enough money over the years and decided it was time he got out and lived alone, 
freeing himself from the atrocities that were his brothers’ pranks, and his parents’ bickering over his life 


choices. 


He did what he wanted, and he felt happy enough at the moment. He knew the job in the record store wouldn't 


pay enough for the rent, and the food, and the electricity, but thankfully his parents sent him money every 


month to use wisely, and sometimes not so wisely. 

Without even bothering to eat anything because of how tired he was, he dragged his feet towards the shower 
and enjoyed a bit of relax time in it, humming happily as the hot water hit his muscles to relieve the pain 
accumulated in them, washing away the stress and all unwanted feelings, leaving only his desire to sleep and a 


sense of peace. 


When he reached his bedroom, he fell asleep as soon as his head made contact with the pillow, leaving him only 


to dream in the arms of Morpheus. 


He would rather prefer it was Richie's. 


The morning after was sluggish, and a cup of coffee awaited Jon to soothe him into the rush of the morning. 
There were only I5 minutes left for it to be 8 o'clock and he still wasn't ready. His body didn't respond as 


expected even though his brain was screaming in distress for him to hurry the fuck up. 

With a toast in his mouth, he exited his house and ran in direction of the record store. 

The air was still cold on his face, skin chilled to the touch. His hair was a mess, and so was his choice of 
clothes. It's not like anyone cared, so he didn't care either. Something he learned the hard way in society was 
to mind your own business and do your own thing, to make yourself happy. If you didn't make yourself happy, 
then who else could? 

Luckily, he got 3 minutes early to the shop. 

He had yet another boring day ahead of him.. 


Or did he? 


